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| gods,” as they called them;—gods different from | heavenly Father, prayed for his blessing on the 
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those which the Athenians worshipped. The intended visit to the dying man, and felt so 

strange god to whom they referred was Jesus, the | strengthened and assured by this communion with 

crucified Saviour. For Paul in his public preach- | Heaven, that he seemed to have lost all fear of 

ing always made so much of the Saviour; setting | accompanying his ferocious-looking guide. 

him forth to be ‘‘God, manifest in the flesh,” | He followed the man through many streets of 
, *©equal to the Father” of the Universe, &c. that | the large and populous city; at length they came 
. it is not much to be wondered at, that they should , to a street long and narrow, with houses bespeak- 

consider him as inculcating the idea of a new god. | ing wretchedness, and well known as a quarter of 
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PAUL, THE MISSIONARY. 
The Second Foreign Mission; or Journey of Paul, Silas, 

Luke, and Timothy, io Europe. By Wm. A. Atcortr. 
Published by the Massachusetts Sabbath School Socie- 

ty, and sold at the Depository, 24, Cornhill, Boston. 

Extract. 

While Paul was waiting at Athens for the ar- 
rival of Silas and Timothy from Berea, he had 
leisure to walk about and view the city; but how 
he was pained to see, every where, the plainest 
evidences that the city was almost ‘‘ wholly given 
to idolatry.”” There was no city in the world at 
that time which contained so many idols, and in 
which there was so much ido) worship. 

The sight roused him; and though he appears 
to have formed the resolution to be silent in this 
city of philosophy, he changed bis purpose, and 
began a war with error. Not by openly and di- 
rectly attacking the opinions of these idolaters to 
their faces; but by commencing the attack as was 
customary with him in the Jewish synagogue. 

Besides the Jews, there appears to have been 
devout Greeks in the city. These he used to 
meet occasionally in his walks; and he opened a 
discussion withthem. But though he commenced 
the preaching of the Gospel at Athens in this in- 
direct manner, it could not long be concealed that 
such a man as Paul was in the city. The Athe- 
hians were especially famous for crowding round 
public places to catch the passing news. The 
market place, in particular, is said to have been 
a favorite place of resort, and there we are ex- 
Pressly told that Paul met certain persons and 
discussed his favorite subjects daily. 

It was not long before he encountered some of 
the Epicurean and Stoical philosophers. They 
did not hesitate to ridicule both him and his doc- 
trine. Some of them called him a babbler, or as 
it is said the word might have been rendered by 
the translators, a retailer of scraps——that is, they 
pretended he had only collected a few fragments 
of other men’s religious or philosophical systems 
—which he was endeavoring to palm off upon the 
world for something new, or a new system. Oth- 
ers were more bold, and did not hesitate to charge 
him with encouraging the worship of ‘‘ strange 
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There was, however, another thing taught by | the town remarkable for the vice as well as pov- 
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THE DYING ROBBER. 


“The word of Gop is quick and powerful, and sharper than any | 


two-edged sword, piercing even to the dividing asunder of sou! and 


spirit, and of the joints and marrow; and is a discerner of the | have fled, but he knew the man would soon over- 


thoughts and intents of the heart.” Heb. iv. 12. 

During the awful visitation of the cholera, a 
clergyman, after a day spent im ministering the 
support and comfort of the Gospel to many a sick 
and dying soul, had retired early to his bed, 
hoping to enjoy for a few hours the repose which 
he so much needed. He lay still for some time, 
but could not sleep; the scenes he had witnessed 
that day, the countenances of the dying, some 
racked with agonizing pain, and some in the livid 
death-like torpor of the collapsed state, still seem- 
ed before him; and a nervous feverishness from 


This was the resur- | guide into a long and dirty entry, which ended in 


We have already seen that |a square; he there stopped, and took out of his 
‘the Epicureans denied all such things as angels | pocket a knife, with which he began to scrape 
and spirits, and believed that at death man fell | away some earth from the ground. 


\ into an eternal sleep. 


| 


\not,’’ said the man, as he let himself down by a 


| 
| ceed; and committing himself again to the protee- 
\tion of the Almighty, he watched at the edge of 


‘Paul which perplexed them quite as much as what ‘erty of its inhabitants. Mr. T— followed his 
| he said about the Saviour. 
| rection of the dead. 


**]T can go no 


It was not surprising, then, | farther with you,” said the clergyman: but con- 
‘that Paul should be taken to Mars Hill as we find | sidering he was already as much in the power of 
he was, to give an account of himself and his be- 
lief before the famous court of Areopagus. 


the man as he could be in any possible situation, 
his courage revived, and he watched with intense 
interest the movements of his strange companion. 
After some time, he opened a small trap door, 
which led to a vault of considerable depth. ‘‘ Fear 


rope fastened at the inside. Mr. T— felt at this 
moment the awful horror of his situation; he could 


take him, and in the dark he could scarcely find 
his way back. He therefore determined to pro- 


| the pit until he saw a light glimmer within it, and 
| the man placed a ladder firmly, which he ascended 


;a 


few steps, and entreated the clergyman to de- 
'scend, assuring him again of his safety. He did 
| descend into this pit of darkness, which reminded 


| him of the descent of the prophet into the den of 
| lions; for at the bottom, stretched upon the ground, 


} 


this excitement, banished sleep from his eye-lids. | he beheld a number of men, savage and ferocious 


Oh! thought he, ‘‘that men were wise, that they 
understood this, that they would consider their 
latter end.” (Deut. xxxii.29.) ‘‘ Blessed is the 
people that know the joyful sound of the Gospel:”’ 
(Psalm Ixxxix. 15,) ‘‘they shall walk, O Lorn, 
in the light of thy countenance; and when they pass 
through the valley of the shadow of death, they 
will fear no evil: for thou wilt be with them; thy 
rod and thy staff, they comfort them:” (Psalm 
xxxili. 4:) and ke shuddered at the fearful contrast 


which that day presented to him, in the case of 


too many. The clock struck twelve, and he had 
just fallen into a slumber, when a knock at the 
hall door aroused him; he heard it opened, and in 
a few minutes his servant entered the room. 
‘* Sir, there is a man below who says he must 
speak with you.” ‘* Ask him his name and busi- 
ness.” ‘‘ He says, Sir, he must speak to your- 
self.” Mr. T— rose, dressed himself in haste, 
and went into the hall. The man stood cluse to 
the door. Mr. T— held the light to his face, 
which he seemed rather anxious to hide. He had 
a frightful countenance. ‘‘ What do you want 
with me?” said the clergyman. ‘‘I want you to 
come to a dying man, who wishes to speak to 
you.”? ‘* What is his complaint?” 
Mr. T— hesitated, and at length said, ‘‘ I cannot 
go with you, you do not even tell your name, nor 
the place to which you would lead me; 
fear to trust my life in yourhands.” ‘‘ You need 
not fear,” said the stranger; ‘‘ what end would it 
serve to take your life? come with me, take no 
money with you, and on my honor you are safe.”’ 

r. T— gave another glance at the man, and the 


word horor, connected with the appearance of 


such a being, made him smile. 


‘* Sit down,”’ said 
he, ‘I will go with you.” 


He went again to his 


chamber, committed himself to the care of his 


| tenances, stared wildly upon him. 
i led the clergyman to the farthest end, where, ina 


‘¢ Cholera.”’ | 


I should | 


| as beasts of prey, who, raising their haggard coun- 
The man then 


corner, stretched upon straw, lay a man dying of 
cholera. Here was a picture of human nature 
| brought to the last extremity of wretchedness, 
| cramped in every limb, his eye sunk and hollow, 
| and his skin exhibiting the black hue attendant on 
| this awful malady when there is scarcely a hope 
iof recovery. Mr. T—had been used to patients 
| in this dreadful malady, but here was one in such 
a state as he had never before witnessed. ‘‘ Did 
you wish to see me?”’ he asked the dying man. 
**] did,’’ he replied in a clear and distinct tone. 
‘*Why do you wish to see me?” ‘‘ Because,” 
said the man, ‘‘some short time ago I wandered 
into your church, and heard you read what I want 
you to read to me again; I want to hear it before 
I die. Oh! it has never left my mind—night and 
day it sounded in myear. I thought I could hide 
myself from Gop; but the darkness hideth not from 
} him: he has found me out; he has laid his hand 
| heavily upon me; and soon shall I appear before 
| him, covered over with my crimes. And did not 
|I hear you say, Sir, that Gop would slay the 
wicked—that he would say, Depart from me ye 
bloody men. O Gop, I have sinned against thee; 
thou art just; there can be no hope for a wretch 
like me.”? Every nerve in his body seemed con- 
| vulsed with agony; and he fixed his eye eagerly 
‘on the clergyman, waiting anxiously to hear again 


| 





| that portion of Scripture which had first convinced 
‘him of his sin. ‘‘ Tell me some verse that will 
| bring it to my memory,” said the clergyman. 


| ** Oh! it told me,” said the dying man, ‘‘ that Gop 
_ knew my down-sitting and mine up-rising; that he 
‘understood my thoughts; that he compassed my 


path, and my lying down; and was acquainted 
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with all my ways; there was not a word in my 
tongue but Gop knew it altogether. That if I 
could climb into heaven, he was there, if I went 
down into hell, he was there also.”” The clergy- 
man then knew it was the 139th Psalm that had 
carried conviction of sin into this poor sinner’s 
heart; and he prayed that this might be the work 
of the Hoty Sririt; and taking out his Bible, 
read it. 

‘¢ Oh! that is it, that is it,’’ said the dying man 
in alow voice; ‘‘ thank God I have heard it again.” 
The clergyman then said, ‘‘ The blood of Jesus 
Curist cleanses from all sin.” ‘‘ This is a faith- 
ful saying, and worthy of all acceptation, that 
Curist Jesus came into the world to save sin- 
ners.” (1 Tim.i.15.) ‘To save sinners,”’ said 
he, ‘but oh! not such a sinner as I have been.” 
** Ves, such as you,” said the clergyman: ‘‘ hear 
what comfortable words are here: ‘‘ If any man 
sin, we have an advocate with the Father, Jesus 
Curist the righteous; and he is the propitiation 
for our sins.”” (1 John ii. 1. 2.) Hear what 
Gop says: ‘‘ Come now, and let us reason together: 
though your sins be as scarlet, they shall be as 
white as snow; though they be red like crimson, 
they shall be as wool.”” (Isaiahi. 18.) ‘* How, 
how?” said the man eagerly, ‘‘ What must I do 
to be saved?” ‘‘‘ Believe on the Lord Jesus 
Curist, and you shall be saved.’ (Heb. vii. 25.) 
Your past sins shall not condemn you. ‘ Curist 
is able to save to the uttermost all that come unto 
Gop by him.’”’ (Acts xvi. 31.) The man streteh- 
ed out his hands with upraised eyes, as if implor- 
ing mercy—‘‘ Gop be merciful to a poor sinner,” 
he faintly uttered, and at that moment his soul 
departed. ¥ 

The clergyman looked around him; the light of 
the glorious Gospel can illumine even this dun- 
geon of darkness and horror, thought he; on him 
who lay in darkness and the shadow of death, has 





this light now shined. The rest of the men had| 
kept at a distance, from the idea that something 
mysterious must pass between a dying soul and 
his spiritual instructer, which others were not to 
hear, ‘‘corrupted as their minds are, from the 
simplicity that is in Curist.” (2 Cor. ii. 3.)| 
But he determined not to depart without a word | 
of exhortation to them; and coming forward into 
the midst of them, he spoke to them of the awful 
state in which they were sunk; invited them also 
to come to Jesus, and obtain from him a full and 
free pardon for all their past offences. ‘‘ You 
know not, my fellow-sinners,” said he, ‘‘how 
soon each of you may be summoned, like that 
poor man, before the awful bar of God! Cholera 
is sweeping the city from one end to the other. 
There is contagion in that corpse. I know not 
but this may be the last time I may have an op- 
portunity of declaring the Gospel to poor perishing 
sinners. I am a dying man addressing dying 
men. But oh! let the love of Curist, who poured 
out his blood upon the cross to save lost sinners, 
speak to you, and urge you to quit this pit of de- 
struction—a faint type of that hell to which sin 
must lead you. Return to habits of honest indus- 
try. Nothing but idleness and crime could have 
brought you into this place.” ‘‘It is true,” said 
the man who led him there, ‘‘ it was crime brought 
us here—we are a gang of robbers; our lives, Sir, 
are in your hands; but as a minister of religion 
I depend on your not betraying us. We could 
not now get employment—no one would trust us.”’ 
‘* Trust in fhe Lorp,”’ said the clergyman; ‘‘ hear 
his words; ‘ Let him that stole, steal no more; but 
rather let him labor, working with his hands that 
which is good, that he may have to give to him that 
needeth.’ (Eph. iv. 28.) Farewell—we may 
never meet again in this world; but a time will 
come when we shall meet—and oh! on that awful 
day may I find that this message of mercy has 
been blessed to all your souls.” The man con- 
ducted the clergyman until he was past the dark 
narrow street, and could find his way easily to his 
home; where he returned with sensations of as- 
tonishment at the strange and almost romantic 











scene he had witnessed—it almost appeared to 











him like a dream; but blessing Gop for sending 
him as his messenger to declare the Gospel to that 
poor sinner, to bind up his broken heart, and pro- 
claim liberty to this wretched bond-slave of Satan. 

What an important testimony does this afford to 
the efficacy of Gop’s word, when applied to the 
heart by the Hoxy Sririt. The word of Gop 
was in this case ‘‘ quick and powerful; it was 
sharper than any two-edged sword; it pierced 
even to the dividing asunder of soul and spirit; 
and was a discerner of the thoughts and intents of 
the heart;”’ (Heb. iv. 12;) like what was said of 
the Samaritan woman, it ‘‘ told this robber all that 
ever he did.” ; 

This is no fictitious narrative; it is truth, how- 
ever romantic it may seem; and oh! how does it 
speak in awful language to those who would keep 
the Scriptures from the people. Had this robber 
wandered into,a Popish chapel, would the idola- 
trous worship there practised have benefited his 
soul? If he had sent for a priest, would the oi! 
of extreme unction, applied to his body, have 
brought relief to his wounded spirit, smarting un- 
der a sense of accumulated and unpardoned guilt? 
Oh, no! it might have given a false peace, like a 
stupifying draught administered by an unskilful 
hand to a patient in a deadly malady; but the 
peace of Gop can only be enjoyed by those who, 
relying on the merits of a crucified Saviour alone, 
know that their sins are pardoned through his 
most precious blood. (Romans iii. 24.) 

Reader, if you have not already obtained this 
pardon, and felt its peace, you need it as much as 
this poor robber. O seek it ‘‘while it is called 
to-day.” (Heb. iii. 18.) ‘*Him that cometh 
unto me,” said the blessed Jesus, ‘‘I will in no- 
wise cast out.”? (John vi. 37.) 

[London Friendly Visiter. 











RELIGION. 








Written for the Youth’s Companion. 
PLAIN SERMONS FOR CHILDREN. 
SERMON XVI. 

1 Chronicles xxviii: 9. ‘ And thou, Solomon, my son, know thou 
the God of thy father, and serve him with a perfect heart, and with 
a’willing mind; for the Lord searcheth ail hearts, and understandeth 
all the imeginations of the thoughts: If thou seek him, he will be 
found of thee: but if thou forsake him, he will cast thee off forever.” 

These are the words of a dying father to his 
dying son; and where is the child who will not 
listen to them with seriousness and attention? 
With what solemnity and earnestness does David 
exhort his son Solomon to remember God, the God 
of his fathers; that God who searches all hearts; 
that God who could make him happy or miserable 
forever; and is not this the language of every 
pious parent? My child, know thou the God of 
thy fathers; he has been my God, my father, and 
my friend; he has never left nor forsaken me; he 
has been always doing me good; when in trouble, 
I have cried unto him, and he has delivered me; 
he has healed my diseases, he has pardoned my 
sins; he has been nigh unto me in all that I called 
upon him for: this God will be my God forever 
and ever, and he will be my guide even unto 
death: Love the Lord, O my child; for his mercy 
endureth forever, to such as keep his covenant, 
and to those who remember his commandments to 
dothem. He will be your God, too, if you seek 
him; he loves the children of his servants, and he 
is ready to be found of them. God has heard my 
prayers for you; and he waits to be gracious; if 
you seek him, he will be found of you; he will be 
nigh unto you, as ee father and friend. Seek 
him, my child, seek him with your whole heart; 
for the Lord searches all hearts. Dare not seek 
him with your lips, while your heart is far from 
him; say to him, My Father, be thou the guide 
of my youth; and he will be your guide even unto 
death. 

But, O my child! should you forsake him, he 
will cast you off forever. Dreadful thought! to 
be cast off from that God, whose favor is life, and 
whose loving kindness is better than life; to be 
cast off from the family of God’s children, and to 


be no more a seed to serve him; to b : 
the lake that burns forever and sine, aabicee 
punished with everlasting destruction from A 
presence of the Lord. My child, how can J ¢ z 
dure the dreadful thought! Seek him while he 
may be found, call upon him while he is near If 
you seek him, he will be found of you: but re 
member, if you forsake him, he will cast you off 
forever. Do not your hearts melt, children at 
such language as this? Can you bear the thought 
of being separated from your parents, and their 
God, forever? Hear it, and tremble! The chil. 
dren of pious parents, whe forsake God, are gen- 
erally the most abandoned sinners, and wil] have 
the heaviest punishment in hell forever. How 
will your hearts endure the terrors of that da 
when you shall be called to account for all the sins 
you have committed, for all the mercies you have 
despised, for all the prayers of your pious parents 
for the lessons of piety they have given you; hee 
the instructions of God’s holy word, and for the 
blood of that compassionate Saviour, which you 
have trodden under foot, and despised? These 
are awful scenes, children, as unpleasant for us to 
tell, as for you to hear: but if we alarm you, it is 
that you may flee from the wrath to come, and la 
hold on eternal life. Forsake God! For what 
should you forsake him? Isthe blessed God ready 
to cast you off? Ono; he has said, I will never 
leave thee, nor forsake thee. I would gather you 
as a hen gathereth her chickens under her wings. 
Come unto me, I-wil}l be a father unto you, and 
ye shall be my sons and daughters, saith the Lord 
Almighty. Why, then, children, should you for- 
sake him? Can you live without him? No. 
You may live without parents or friends, but you 
cannot live without your God; and surely you 
cannot die without him. You will then have 
nothing left but your God. And can you be hap- 
py without him? No. His favor is life, and his 
loving kindness is better than life. Seek him, 
then, while he may be found, call upon him while 
he is near. If you seek him, he is ready to be 


found of you; if you forsake him, he will cast you 
off forever. 


HYMN. 

My son, know thou the Lord, 
Thy father’s God. obey; 
Seek his protecting care by night, 
His guiding hand by day. 
Call while he may be found, 
And seek him while he’s near; 
Love him with all thy heart and mind, 
And worship him with fear. 
If thou wilt seek his face, 
His ear will héar thy cry; 
Then shalt thou find his mercy sure, 
His grace forever nigh. 
But if thou leave thy God, 
Nor choose the path to heaven, 
Then shalt thou perish in thy sins, 
And never be forgiven. 

EEE 

Written fer the Youth’s Companion. 
THE PRAYING BOY. 

A Sabbath school scholar in N— B—, was 
asked a short time since if he was in the habit of 
praying toGod. He replied, ‘‘I should be afraid 
to leave my home in the morning, and go into the 
streets; and I should be afraid to go to sleep al 
night, if I did not first ask God’s blessing and 
protection.” 

This boy is only ten years of age, but old 
enough to realize this entire dependence upon that 
Being who is the Creator and Upholder of all 
things. He is old enough to realize that without’ 
the continual assistance and blessing of his heav- 
enly Father, he would be utterly unable to live, 
or to enjoy the comforts and pleasures of life. 
He is old enough to be sensible that life is very 
uncertain, and that it is very important to be in 
readiness at all times to leave this world and go 
into the world of spirits. He is old enough to die; 
and he has resolved to die happy»—Surely this is 4 
wise determination, and one, that, if observed, 





cannot fail to result in happiness here, and in 
complete and perfect felicity in that world to which 
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those who love God are hastening with all the ra- 
idity of Time’s revolutions. 

Let every child who reads this, resolve to live 
like Edward H , and, like him, he will be du- 
tiful and happy. If he ever becomes a man, he 
will be useful in society, and when he dies, he 
will be like one taking his rest, and be forever 
blessed. nm. W. i. 
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Written for the Youth’s Companion. 
ACCOUNT OF SARAH JACKSON. 

Sarah Jackson was born at Lyons, N. Y. Her 
father died when she was only a few months old. 
She was apparently a very healthy child, until she 
was a year old, when she became afflicted with 
the scrofula. Her mother consulted many phy- 
sicians, and spent much time at watering places, 
with her little daughter, but all means proved in- 
effectual. Little Sarah pined away under the in- 
fluence of this deadly disease. She was seldom 
free from pain, and never from languor. Instead 
of going to school, with her little gay companions, 
or running about with them in the green fields, 
she was confined to her crib. If she ever went 
out to breathe the fresh air, she was carried in 
arms, or in a carriage. 

My dear little readers, how grateful you ought 
to be to your kind heavenly Father for health, and 
for the use of your lifmbs. Do you ever think 
when you are tripping along to school, or to the 
meeting, or jumping about with your play-mates, 
that some little children, never enjoyed such a 
privilege in their lives? O, my little girl, or my 
little boy, when you go to bed to-night, just kneel 
down, and bless the Lord for his great goodness 


to you, and say: ‘‘ Not more than others I deserve, |° 


yet God hath given me more!’* 

Sarah Jackson never was able to go to school. 
Her mother taught her to read when she was very 
young. She taught herself to write, by employing 
the intervals of pain, as she lay in her crib, in 
imitating the letters of the alphabet. In this way 
she acquired a very pretty hand. 

After she had learned to write, she kept a jour- 
nal, in which from time to time, as she was able, 
she stated her feelings on various subjects, but the 
subject of religion was generally hertheme. She 
wrote many letters to her friends. 

When I became acquainted with this dear af- 
flicted little girl, she was about eleven years of 
age. She was not then larger, with the exception 
of her face, than most children at the age of four. 
At this time, she was troubled with inflammation in 
her eyes, so that she could scarcely see; her 
mother was apprehensive that it would prove noth- 
ing less than a cancer; she was lame, was par- 
tially deaf—her figure considerably deformed, and 
she had at different times, eleven pieces of bone 
extracted from her limbs. From this period, to 
her death, which took place not quite two years 
after, | saw her frequently. Do you think, little 
reader, that Sarah was fretful and unhappy? Far 
from it. I never saw a cloud upon her brow. 
She was uniformly patient, mild, and full of sweet- 
ness. Shall I tell you why she was so happy, 
with a body all over diseased, and with such ter- 
tible pains night and day? Sarah was one of 
Christ’s lambs. Jesus carries the lambs in his 
bosom, and comforts them when they are in trou- 
ble. O, those are happy little children, who love 
the Saviour, whether they are sick or well. 

Sarah had wished for some years to become a 
member of the church, and about this time ‘she 
enjoyed the privilege. Never shall I forget the 

ay, when this dear little girl, was brought into 
the sanctuary, for this purpose. Unable to stand 
even, she was held in her mother’s arms, while 
she publicly consecrated herself to her Maker and 

edeemer. Many tears were shed by the people 
of God, while they welcomed this young and af- 
flicted disciple, to the table of their Lord. 

After this, she gradually wasted away, until she 


given them after she was dead. 
married a second husband, and Sarah had a very 
little sister, and a brother not very old; to these she 
felt the strongest attachment. To them she left a 
letter, requesting her ma to read it to them, as 
soon as they should be old enough to understand 
it. I could wish that I possessed a copy of this 
truly affecting letter. One passage, however, I 
well remember. ‘‘ When your sister Sarah was 
in this world,” she says, ‘‘she could never run 
about as you can, because she was always sick, 
and therefore obliged to lie in her crib, or her 
cradle, but Sarah loved God, and he made her 
very happy.” This little girl died in Boonville, 
Oneida Co. N. Y., in the summer of 1833, aged 
not quite 13 years. 

My little immortal reader, I have written this 
sketch of her, because I thought possibly it might 
do you good. O that you may be led to think 
more of the kindness of your blessed Redeemer, 
in bestowing upon you so many mercies. Are you 
now in health? are your limbs strong and active? 
is your heart gay and lightsome? Yet, O remem- 
ber, there is an hour when you must die! That 
hour may come very soon—that awful hour, when 
you must say, good-bye to this pretty world—to 
pa and ma—to brothers and sisters dear—to all 
your little play-fellows—to your Sabbath school— 
your kind teacher—and go—ah little friend, go 
where? go where?— Answer the question to yourself. 





SABBATH scHBon. 








Written for the Youth’s Campanion. 
Letters to a Class in a Sabbath School, No. 6. 


Were you, my young friends, expecting soon 
to take up your residence in Peru, would you not 
be very desirous to obtain all the information you 
could, in regard to that country? The climate, 
the character and customs of the inhabitants, to- 
gether with a thousand particulars, would be sub- 
jects of interesting inquiry to you. And if you 
were expecting to occupy important stations, im- 
mediately upon your arrival, you would strive, by 
every means in your power, to qualify yourselves 
for anticipated duties. In your minds, every thing 
connected with your future home, would possess 
peculiar interest. Your thoughts would, of them- 
selves, go before you, and dwell upon scenes, in 
which you are soon to mingle. In this way would 
you acquire a sort of familiarity with all that per- 
tains to the land of your choice. 

And now can you give any reason why you 
should not feel a far more lively interest in the 
heavenly world, than you certainly feel in Peru, 
if you were soon to remove thither? You hope to 
go to heaven, when you die, and you know not 
how near the day of death may be. If you gain 
admittance into the New Jerusalem, you will oc- 
cupy important stations there. Christ has promis- 
ed to share his throne with those who overcome: 
yes, he will make them kings and priests, and 
they will reign forever and ever. Are you heirs 
to a kingdom, and have you not yet begun to 
qualify yourselves to reign? Is there a crown 
offered you, and do you refuse to contemplate its 
unfading radiance? Do you hope soon to engage 
in employments that will never end, and are those 
employments devoid of interest to you? The Bi- 
ble tells us that the service of heaven is uninter- 
rupted. Varied, it may be, and undoubtedly is; 
yet no weariness ever urges those happy beings 
to rest. It is their’s to sing a song ever new, 
and in that song they praise, in loftiest strains, 
him that loved them, and washed them from their 
sins in his own blood. 

But to awaken the liveliest gratitude, they must 
look back to their former state, when they were 
wretched slaves to sin. The contrast, between 
their heavenly and their earthly condition, is seen 
by them, in all its vastness. They were once 





was removed from this world of sorrow, to that 
delightful world, where there is no more pain, and 








groaning in cruel bondage, devoid of power to help 
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where the inhabitants never say they are sick. themselves; but Christ pitied them, and though 
A few months before her death, she wrote with | the price of their redemption was his life’s blood, 
much effort, letters to several of her friends, to be | he refused not to pay the ransom. ; 
Her mother had | 


He made them 
frec, and they are free indeed. Fromthe moment, 
when they had the first glimpse of his preciousness, 
there was much in his tender and unceasing care, 
to call forth anthems of praise. Dangers escaped, 
to which they were, at the time, almost insensible ; 
feeble resistance against temptation, crowned with 
success, and foes vanquished almost without fight- 
ing, together with every attending circumstance, 
are viewed with adoring emotions of wonder and 
love. O how clearly do they sce that they were 
but scarcely saved! Infinite love first planned 
their salvation, and in every step of its progress 
do they see, that Infinite love was exerted. 
Every thought of having merited any part of their 
present felicity, is vanished. Their minds are 
absorbed in contemplating, and all their powers 
occupied in praising the love of God; yes, they 
cast their crowns at his feet, and prostiate them- 
selves before him, and pour forth, with one voice, 
the loftiest ascriptions of praise. D. 
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DESCRIPTIVE. 


Written for the Youth’s Companion. 
SKETCHES BY A TRAVELLER, Wo. 6. 
How we may: learn more to prize the blessings of home. 


trials of a family at Deerfield in the Indian wars. 
lovely domestic scene. What made it lovely, 


The 
A peep into a 


It is not the writer’s intention, in these sketches, 
to give a connected journal of his travels, but to 
select such portions as shall please his young rea- 
ders the best. 

It would be well for us, my young friends, 
sometimes to place ourselves in the situation of 
those who have had many trials and difficulties to 
undergo, or many hardships and dangers to en- 


counter, uncheered by the comforts of home, or 
the smiles of friends. It would be useful for us 
intwoways. In the first place, we should more 


prize the blessings and privileges of our quiet and 
peaceful homes; and we should lcarn to value 
those characters more highly who have acted no- 
bly when placed in such r Mites circumstances, 
especially if they have any conneetion with our- 
selves. A quiet and peaceful home! Shall I 
take you to a scene which will make you value 
more this last earthly blessing, after vou have con- 
templated it with me? 

At Deerfield, I visited a house, which was the 
only one in the town which was not destroyed by 
the Indians, during the early Indian wars. A 
few Americans stationed themselves within this 
house, determined to continue their heroic defence 
till the last struggle. They well knew that if the 
unpitying Indians effected an entrance into their 
asylum, their lives, and the lives of their dearest 
friends would at once be sacrificed. Not one 
friend was near them—all, all were butchered, or 
taken into a cruel captivity. They must not yield, 
and trusting their feeble cause to the care of their 
God, they resolved that they would not yield. 
They made every thing as secure as possible, and 
loaded their guns, with which they might keep 
the enemy at a distance. The houses were con- 
structed at that time with an opening under the 
roof, so that those within the house could protect 
the doors and windows, by pointing their guns 
down, and firing upon any one who approsched, 
and yet not be themselves exposed. 

During those fearful days, and more fearful 
nights, the cries and whoops of the Indians could 
be heard as they surrounded the house, and every 
little while, a bullet found its way through the 
feeble barriers at the windows, and entered the 
walls. Numbers of these bullet-holes I saw in 
the walls around the room. ‘‘ And here,”’ said 
the polite lady who now occupies the house, and 
was showing me all that was to be seen, ‘‘here a 
woman was shot, and there is the bullet in the 
wall, which lodged there, after passing through 
her neck.’’ She then showed me the outer door, 
whith was very much cut with the hatchets or 
tomahawks of the Indians. Relief at last came, 

































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































Youth’s Companion. 














when their strength and provisions were nearly 
exhausted, and they were thus saved from a cruel 
death. 

Now, my young friends, look around upon the 
kind countenances of your father and mother, and 
see your brothers and sisters so happy all the day 
long, and see all the comforts of your dear, dear 
homes; and think how securely you lie down at 
night, without a thought of danger, and rise in the 
morning to new pleasures, and to new duties, and 
then think, for a moment, while gratitude rises in 
your hearts, of the sufferings, and dangers, and 
toils of those, who were the means of procuring 
you these blessings. 

A sweet little friend of mine—never lies down 
in her small bed in her mother’s chamber, and 
goes to sleep, until she has folded her little hands 
and said her prayers for all the blessings God 
gives her, before her sister, who then sings with 
her the beautiful hymn, 

“ Gently, Lord, oh gently lead us,” &c. 

I have often wished, as I have sat below, weial 
heard their sweet voices unite, that those who are | 
older and wiser than my little friend, would imitate | 
her example. It is God who gives us all things | 
richly to enjoy, and should we not thank him? | 
Do not the Angels hover around such a scene, | 
and listen with pleasure, while an older sister thus 
teaches a younger to love our kind Father in} 
heaven? Yes! And such an one will be reward- 
ed. The messengers of mercy will carry her own} 
prayers and desires to heaven, on the swift wings | 








of love, and return and pour into her heart such | 
blessings as the world cannot give, because they | 
come from heaven. E. 
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THE NURSERY. 





Written for the Youth’s Companion. 
SECOND LETTER FROM A PUSSY. 

My pear pavueuter Kirry,—I little thought, 
when I wrote you the other day, of the work I 
was cutting out for myself; but I find the names 
of Kitty and Tabby are as common among the 
feline race, as Smith and Clark among the bipeds. 
Just after I put your letter in the Post Office, I 
received one from a Kitty in Andover, that I 
never heard of in my life. I was most afraid to 
read it, coming from such a literary place; but I 
think I may say, though I am your mother, it was 
written no better than yours, dear. She made a 
great many complaints, though they were of a 
different nature from yours. She had so many lit- 
tle mistresses, that she was tired almost to death, 
running and jumping to please them. Her life 
was a real burden to her, and she had’nt a min- 
ute’s peace except when they were gone to school. 
They tackled her into sleds, and drove her about 
incessantly.—So you see, my daughter, you don’t 
know when you are well off. 

The next day after I received this letter, I had 
one from a Kitty in Plymouth. I suppose you 
know, my dear, that this was the place where our 
ancestors first landed. Their names were Grim- 
alkin, and they came over in the ship May Flower 
with the good Pilgrims. Well, this Plymouth 
Kitty thought, to be sure, that my letter was ad- 
dressed to her. She said, she wished to know, if 
I meant for her to understand, that if she ‘‘ did’nt 
get found. out,’’ there would be no great harm in 
her being a little thievish, for that J said she would 
be sure to be punished if she were found out.” 
Then she adds, ‘‘ now, it appears to me, mother, 
that unless you intended to allow me in taking 
things slyly, you would have given me very dif- 
erent advice.”” I did’nt know exactly whether to 
be vexed or not, when I read this; my back did 





| be excusable in a starving kitten. 





think I would get my own living somehow or other.* 
I don’t pretend to be much of a scholar; and this 
little Plymouth Kitty may stick up her whiskers 
at my reasoning, if she happens to see this letter; 
but great scholars don’t always know every thing. 
I recollect my great grandmother Tabby’s telling 
me of some great scholar who cut a large hole in 
his study door for the cat to jump through, and a 
little one for the kitten! So you see, his book 
learning did’nt help him much that time. 

I shall hope to hear from you again very soon; 
but you must choose another signature, or how 
shall I know what ‘‘ Kitty” you are? As to the 
‘* pleasant looking cat on the shed,’’ you’d better 
leave off ‘‘mewing at her.” She might look 
pleasanter at you through a pane of glass, than 
she would if you were nearer; but you’ll only learn 
wisdom by experience, I’m afraid. 

Your affectionate mother, Tassy. 

P.S. I find it was Kingston, Plymouth County, 
that the letter came from, that I have been writing 
you about—not the town of Plymouth; but ‘‘ mis- 
takes will happen” among the best of cats, and I 
had’nt my spectacles on when I read the letter. 
Note sy tHE Epirtor. 

* We presume the writer means that considering cats 
have no reason or conscience to guide them, as Chil- 
dren have, therefore they can be guided only by in- 
slinct—and that what would be wrong in achild, would 











MISCELLANY. 
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Written for the Youth’s Cumpanion. 
At ®ficle Isaac’s.—No. 2. 
Srraicut Forwarp. Yes, my boys, there is nothing 
like going straight forward, I'll tell you what I mean. 
In Europe, pigeons are sometimes used to carry letters 
from one place to another. There isa little fable, which 
says that acarrier pigeon was sent one day on an errand 
of sixty miles, and performed it in just one hour. Some 
of his brother pigeons were astonished, and asked him 
how he could manage to travel so fast. ‘‘ Manage,” 
said he, ‘* why 1 go straight forward, that’s the way.” 

Now, boys, when you are late at school, is it not 
often owing to your not going straight forward? You 
stop perhaps to look into a toy-shop, or play with a 
companion. Yes, and the other day, when I was at 
your mother’s, and she waited so long for John to get 
back from an errand—I think he could not have gone 
straight forward. 

Go straight forward, then, my boys, walk nimbly in 
every good path. When you have a lesson to get, set 
your mind at work, and make it go straight forward, 
till you have found the end of it. 

Do you ever make good resolutions? When you 
do, the best proof in the world you can give of your 
sincerity, is to go straight forward. It is said to he 
better to do—to po, one good action, than to imagine a 
thousand. Depend upon it, boys, the saying is true. 





The Sun. 


Hast thou seen the long line of clouds, ere the sun 
hath risen, hanging thick and dark over the east? hast 
thou seen the light just beginning to appear below the 
streaks of amber or of pink, that told of the approach= 
ing sun, till a yellow glow overspread the whole east, 
and he lifted his bright head over the horizon, and the 
skies, and the hills, and the fields were glad? He 
shall run his joyous course, till he hath climbed the 
height of heaven;’if'a cloud cover him, he is mounting 
— dart down light and warmth from his meridian 
height. 

Such is the darkness of the mind, in the natural 
man; such are the beginnings of gospel light, showing, 
rather than dispersing the thick darkness; so rises the 
Sun of righteousness on the soul, casting His light 
upon évery thing therein, so to pursue His blessed 
course, sometimes inileed beneath the clouds of doubt, 
temptation, and distress; but still rising higher and 
higher, till that light becomes pure, without any mixture 


of darkness, in the eternal world. [Emblems. 











bristle up a little, but I concluded to take it from 
whence it came. It does very well to talk, but I 
should like to sce the little conceited thing with 
a nice bit of meat before her, when she had’nt 
eaten for a whole day—I wonder how long she’d 
stand purring over it, without fasting. I said 
before, and I say again, that I would’nt take it if 


** She did not say any thing to Me.”’ 

Not long since, I passed a Sabbath, where I learned 
the following fact, which I send to you for publication 
in the Visiter, if you think it worthy. 
A revival had commenced in the Sabbath school, 
and a number already felt that their sins were forgiven. 
One Sabbath a teacher found, in her class, a little girl, 
who had previously been a member of another class. 
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teacher. ‘ Because,” said she, ‘‘ she did not say an: 
thing to me.”” The little girl was anxious to find her 
Saviour, and she was dissatisfied to remain where she 
could not be directed to him. She is now, it is beliey. 
ed, a Christian. [S. S. Visiter. 


Do You love the Saviour? 


** Yes,” you say, ‘I love the Saviour.” So a little 
boy lately told me; but he did not love to pray, and do 
as the Savionr bid him. And almost every one wil} 
say, they love the Saviour; and perhaps they really 
think they do love him, while their words and actions 
say they donot. God sees that it is all love of self, 
instead of love to Christ. ‘They have a kind'of love to 
him, because he is good to them, and they hope that 
be will continue to do them good and make them hap- 
py. If you really love the Saviour, you will love to 
think of him, and be with him, just as you love to think 
of and be with your parents, brothers and sisters; you 
will feel that you should be unhappy without the Sa- 
viour, as did the dying child who was asked ‘* whither 
he was going.” He answered, “to Heaven.” Why 
do you wish to go to Heaven? He replied, ** Because 
Christ is there.” But what if Christ should leave 
Heaven? ‘ Well,” said the child, ‘then I will go 
with him.” Such was his love to the Saviour, shea be 
thought he could not be happy in heaven without him, 
Do you feel so? [to. 








Young Advocate for Peace. 

A Sabbath scholar, seven years old, on returning 
from school, related to his father the particulars of a 
quarrel between two of his playmates, which ended in 
blows. His father took occasion to caution his son, 
and said, ‘* Never let me hear of your striking a boy, 
except in self-defence.” 

‘* Self-defence!” said the boy, “why, father, the 
Bible says, ‘If they smite you on one cheek, you must 
turn:the other also.’ ” 5 
If all our young friends would remember this pre- 
cept of the Prince of Peace, and act out its spirit, what 
harmony would reign in every family, in every school, 
and in every circle of youth. [id. 





Influence of a Profane Truckman. 


George L. is a bright, active boy of five. His kind 
parents love him very much, and do every thing they 
can to make him happy. Among other things for 
his amusement, they have given him a toy-horse. 
Driving about his little wooden horse, is one of his fa- 
vorite sports. A few days since, he said to his mother, 
‘* Mother, may | swear a little to my horse??? 

His mother, thinking it could not be that she under- 
stood him rightly, said, 

‘© What did you say, my son?” 

** Would it be wrong for me to swear to my horse?” 
‘* Why, George, yes, it would be wrong! It is very 
wicked to swear,” said his mother. 

‘* | know it is wicked to swear to men; but I did’nt 
know as it would be wrong to swear to horses.” 

*¢ What made you think it would not be, my son?” 

‘© Because the éruckman, last fall, swore to his horse. 
Just because the horse turned round to brush off a fly, 
he swore at him dreadfully.” 

Do the profane and the wicked ever think of the ruin- 
ous influence of their example on the young, and of the 
bitter work they are making themselves, by this influ- 
ence, for a dying hour! 





Early Consecration to the Heathen. 

A son of Mr. ——, when six years old, heard a deseription 
of the woes of the heathen. Such was its influence on his 
mind, that, of his own accord, he deliberately and with great 
seriousness, consecrated himself to the work of carrying the 
Gospel to the heathen. Several years have since passed 
away, but he has lost none of his zeal and interest for this 
work. 

On one occasion, his parents found him in great distress 
and weeping bitterly. They inquired the cause. He said 
he was thinking how he should feel, when he had to leave 
his dear father and mother, to go to the heathen. 

** But,”’ said they, ‘*‘ you need not go unless you wish to.” 

** But I must go—I must go.’’ - His feelings seemed to 
resemble those of the Apostle, when he exclaimed, ‘* Wo is 
me if I preach not the Gospel.’” Ib. 





A CHILD’S EVENING HYMN. 

‘¢ The following lines were composed and set to music by 
Bishop Heber for his children. He was fond of music, and 
played on the organ. 

God that madest earth and heaven, 
Darkness and light, 

Who the day for toil hath given, 
For rest the night; 

May thine angel guards defend us, 

Slumber sweet thy mercy send us, 











I were well fed; but if they starved me to death, I 


She asked her why she had left her class and her 


Holy dreams and hopes attend us, 
This live long night.” [Communicaled. 
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